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Shut Up! 


„This is RIDICULOUS! Completely RIDICULOUS!" 
The Danish God of Thunder threw his pretty shabby adidas-bag on his bed. 


Well, the sports bag was SUPPOSED to land on the bed if said Danish God of Thunder hadn't fired the poor 
thing as furiously as a hurricane at it that the bag slithered across the bed, and crashed into the wall behind. 


"I say: RIDICULOUS! Every time we are in fucking New York - and that's pretty often, I'm fucking sorry to say 
-, and wanna catch a plane at fucking JFK-Airport, they fucking tell us there is a fucking thunderstorm on the 
way, so, no plane could take off! HAH! | don't believe this shit any longer! .. Do you see a thunderstorm coming 


up, Jason? Do you?" 
"Well." 


"No! You DON'T see a thunderstorm coming up because there IS no thunderstorm coming up! RIDICULOUS! Tell 
you what - the fuckers just wanna rob us! Have you seen the room prizes of this fucking hotel? 
UNBELIEVABLE! The fuckers always see us at the Airport, and then everything they could think about is how 
to get our hard earned bucks without letting it look like a fucking bark robbery. Just because we're fucking 
Metallica. They just see us, and there's always the same greedy idea in their heads: Hey, look, there, the 
fuckers from Metallica are crazy enough to walk into our fucking Airport! Lets rob them! ... l'm SO 
disappointed! .. What do you think about that shit, Jason? ... I'm right, am |?" 


"Well, now .." 


"I KNEW you'd agree, Jase. Also, it's pretty clear, why the fuckers lured us to this fucking hotel, by the way. 
Have you seen those prizes they have here? They are UNBELIEVABLE! Do they think Metallica is a fucking 
millionaires-club, or what? Unbelievable! .. There is no thunderstorm coming up, and they lied to us, as always, 


to get our fucking money as if we would have too much of the shit. Yeah, I'm fucking sure the fuckers are 


thinking of us being fucking millionaires! UNBELIEVABLE!" 
"Eh, Lars ." 


"Don't you tell me you have the same fucking fantasy about the cash we have, Jase! Millionaires! HAH! The 
fucking shit is fucking hard earned money, and these fuckers are NOT SUPPOSED to steal just one cent of our 
money! This is RIDICULOUS! .. Do you see a thunderstorm coming up?" 


"Well, yes .." 

"Don't tell me shit like this, Jase! There is no thunderstorm coming up! It's just a little cloudy, that's all. The 
fuckers at the Airport are just paranoid! Hallucinations, I'd say. A cloud here, a cloud there, that's all. Did you 
hear anything like thunder, Jason?" 


"Well, just two minutes ago was .." 


"No! You didn't hear anything like thunder, because there IS nothing like thunder. RIDICULOUS! There is NO 
reason to close down the runways .. Every time we are in fucking New York at the fucking JFK Airport its the 


same, always the same!" 


"but. 


"They just wanna rob us of! Have you seen the prizes of this fucking Airport hotel? UNBELIEVABLE! Do they 
think we are millionaires? A thunderstorm! Pah! In Denmark, yes, THERE are thunderstorms! These lousy 
fuckers at the Airport don't know what a real thunderstorm IS! They've never seen a really good 


thunderstorm. But no! There's NO take-off! No fucking take-off because of a handful of shitty clouds! 
RIDICULOUS! .. Have you seen anything like a lightning flash, Jase, by the way?" 


"Eh, just ten seconds .." 


"No, you HAVEN'T seen any lightning flashes, because there ARE none. Well, yes, in Denmark, THERE you could 
see lightning flashes - pretty fucking thrilling flashes, | have to add. Mostly, you'd think the world is coming to 
an end ... But no way those shitty flickers of light in fucking New York could be lightning flashes! RIDICULOUS! 
The fuckers just wanna rob us. What do you think, Jase?" 


"Now, I|." 

"I KNEW you'd agree. And have a look at those beds! What a shame! King size. Pah! RIDICULOUS! There's fucking 
not enough room to just turn around when you'll sleep. I'm fucking sure I'll fall out and will break a leg or my 
spine. How should | drum with a broken spine? James will be SO disappointed if I'll break my spine .. Maybe, the 
fucking sheets aren't clean, too. We'll get the crabs! Or scabies. Or there will be fleas. | can't think about fleas 
without getting sick AWFUL! .. What do you think, Jase?" 

"Well, | think ..." 

"But I'm an idiot to ask you what you're thinking about the cleanliness of the fucking sheets, or if there are 


fleas, because you are a farm-boy, and you don't know anything about clean sheets, and you must be used to 


fucking fleas and shit like this .. In DenrmaaaAAAHHRRRR ..!" 


The first belt of a bathing robe of the Airport's hotel cut off Lars’ lament when Jason gagged him, and quickly 
secured the belt with a very tight knot in the nape of Lars neck. 


The second robe's belt was around Lars' wrists in the blink of an eye, and now his arms were tied behind his 


back. 
"AAAHHH!" 
Jason smiled, relieved. 


"Fi nally!" 


He jovially patted Lars’ shoulder. 
Then, he pushed him backwards onto his bed. 


The back of Lars’ legs hit the edge of the bed, and he got down on his ass, staring at Jason, his green eyes 
wide open, clearly not believing what had happened. 


He desperately tried to spit out the gag, or to free his hands, but didn't succeed. 


Jason rubbed his hands and looked at the gagged and bound drummer, very pleased of his handiwork. 


"Well, well, well’, he said, pretty satisfied. 


Finally, you've shut up, fucker! Well, not because YOU wanted to shut up - | wanted you to shut up. Small 
difference, but pretty important, I'd say." 


He happily breathed in. 


‘Isn't that nice? No on-going babbling any longer! .. Ah, do you NOW hear the thunder, baby? And look at those 
black clouds. Oh, a lightning flash .. Aahhh! Another one! Did you see it?" 


Lars hopped up and down on his ass, while he tried to curse behind his gag. He stared daggers at Jason 
Jason gave him a pleased smile then he rubbed his hands, again. 
"Let me tell you something about the correct behaviour of a drummer, baby", he went on, grinning. 


"A drummer just should be seen but NOT be heard, if he isn't on stage to drum, of course. But in THAT case 
he just has to drum, and is NOT supposed to whine." 


"Mmmmmhhhh .. mmmhhh ..!" 
"| didn't understand this language of yours, baby. Its Danish, isn't it?" 


Jason smiled at the drummer who still struggled and hopped up and down, getting more and more furious. 


His face was red because of his rage. 
Jason sat down on his bed and got off his sneakers, looking at Lars who was near an explosion. 
"Larsie, don't you behave yourself like a two year old! This isn't good for your blood pressure." 


He gave Lars a pleased smile then he pulled his shirt over his head and threw it aside. 


"Mmmmhhh ..." 
"What did you say? Your English is pretty poor, really." 

Jason got off his socks then he opened the buttons of his tight jeans, but didn't unzip the pants. 
Lars stared at him, not even blinking, his green eyes nearly popping out of his head 

He struggled to get his tied hands free, without success. 


Jason was very good in tying up something or somebody. 


He got to his feet and crossed the short distance between his and Lars' bed, stopping in front of Lars. 
"Mmmmmhhh .. uuuhhhhhh .." 
Lars tried to escape by bringing his feet onto the bed to roll over. 


But Jason caught the drummer's legs between his thighs. 


Lars gave a squeak of fear. 

He had lifted his head and stared at Jason's face, horrified. 

Jason's thighs were slim, but the muscles worked out and powerful, and Lars had no chance to slip away. 
Jason looked down on him, his blue eyes glittering. 

He gave a small, cruel smile. 

Lars squeaked. 

Jason smiled, again. 

"Well, well, well - what now? Hmmm! ... Let me think about it" 


He patted Lars' cheek. 
Lars tried to hop back on his ass, desperately. 


But Jason had him trapped between his legs. 


He didn't even seem to notice Lars’ struggling. 


"Hmmm", he said, his right forefinger on his lips. 
"Now, there are POSSIBILITIES!" 


He looked down at Lars, thoughtfully. 
Lars gave a whimper. 

"Well, | think ..." 

Jason smiled at him. 


"I think I'd like to get a blowjob, baby .. What do you think, sweetheart? 
Wouldn't that be nice?" 


He gripped Lars’ shoulder to make sure the drummer had to sit in an upright position. 
With his other hand he unzipped his jeans and shoved it a little bit down over his hips. 
By the sight of Jason's fully erect cock Lars gave a squeak of fear. 


Jason laid his fingers around his cock and stroked himself, moaning in pleasure. 
He made some light thrusts, and his cock's head hit Lars' gagged lips. 


Jason gave a moan, again, throwing his head to the nape of his neck. 
"Ooohhh! ... | like that! | LIKE THAT!" 


His right hand on Lars‘ shoulder changed position all of a sudden, and clutched the back of Lars’ head with a 
steely grip. 


His long fingers easily got open the knot of Lars' gag. 
With his left hand he pulled the gag off Lars' mouth. 


Lars‘ tried to turn his head to the side, gasping, wanting to breath in deeply. 

But Jason held his head mercilessly, and shoved the head of his cock between Lars' still open lips, but not 
between his teeth. 

Then he paused. 


Lars gave a whimper and looked up at Jason, his green eyes begging for mercy. 


A tear ran down his right cheek. 


Jason smiled and brushed off the tear with his thumb. 
Then he stroked Lars’ cheek with the back of his fingers. 


"I always wanted to be blown by you", he softly said. 
"I think this is a good time to let you do this. Don't you agree?" 


He pushed his left fore- and middle-finger between Lars’ lips to open them a little bit more. 

‘Very good, baby! .. Now, let me in! And don't try to bite - if you know what's good for you!" 

Lars gave a sob, but then, he opened his mouth to let Jason thrust into him. 

Jason's cock violently hit the back of Lars' throat, and Lars started to choke, gasping, whimpering helplessly. 
"Oh no, no, no, baby", Jason softly said 


"Haven't you done this before? .. Come on! Concentrate! .. Now, breathe in .. and out .. and in ... and out... in ... 


out .. Slowly. That's better .. Very good!" 
He rhythmically moved his hips, thrusting into Lars' mouth, getting faster. 
Lars took it as good as he could do. 


His tongue tried to catch Jason's cock. 


His teeth scratched along the shaft, but didn't hurt Jason. 
He gave a moan 

Jason looked down at him, smiling. 

Lars' eyes were closed now. 


"You are such a natural, baby", Jason whispered. 


"I love that .. Okay! Now, | want you to deep-throat. Relax!" 


Again, Lars whimpered then he opened his mouth as wide as he could manage, and Jason thrust deeper, keeping 


his steady rhythm, until his cock fully had entered Lars' mouth and throat. 


Lars briefly choked but then he continued to breathe in and out in a steady rhythm, too, and deep-throated 


Jason. 


Jason moaned, still firmly holding Lars' head. 


His fingers were in the drummer's hair while he fucked Lars‘ mouth. 


"Ooohhh, yeah! .. God, | can't ... | can't hold back any longer ... can't ..oh, my god ... Oooohhhh!" 
The orgasm hit him with his cock deep down Lars’ throat. 


The spasms violently shook him and made him cry out again and again. 


He ejaculated in a series of pulses. 


Lars groaned, swallowing hard. 
He had to swallow unless he didn't want to choke. 


Jason gave whispers and sighs of pleasure, his head thrown back to the nape of his neck. 


He had his left hand on Lars' head now, too. 


When his spasms came to an end, he pulled back his spent cock. 
Lars was gasping, mouth still wide open. 


He tried to get back his breath and briefly coughed, groaning. 


Jason had his cock back in his jeans and zipped up. 
Then, he bent over Lars and untied his wrists. 


Lars fell on his bed to his right side, still breathing hard. 


Jason got to his knees beside him and softly stroked Lars' hair and cheek. 
Then he softly kissed him, tasting his own sperm on Lars' reddened and swollen lips. 


"You okay, baby?" he whispered. 
"Did | hurt you?" 


Lars gave a groan and opened his eyes a little bit to look into Jason's. 


He blinked. 
"You .. you .. Ooohhh ..Fuck!" 


His voice was pretty hoarsely. 
He had to clear his throat and coughed, again. 


"Fuck, Jase! Your fucking cock is T00 large, fucker!" 
‘lm sorry", Jason said with a smile. 


Lars grabbed Jason's hair and let his fingers slide through the locks. 


"Tell you what, Jase! .. Next time the fuckers at the Airport wanna make us believe in fucking thunderstorms 


- I'll tie YOU up!" 
"Okay, baby. l! m fine with that. Its your turn, anyway." 
Jason kissed him again, sighing softly, deeply satisfied. 


Lars pulled Jason's right hand to his lap. 
Jason felt Lars' very hard cock, rubbing him. 


Lars moaned and tried to get more of the friction 


"Oooohhhh, Jase! .. COME ON, FUCKER! Bed! Now! | wanna fuck you!" 


